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THE EMERALD CABOCHON 


“Really, my dear Olga, you speak of him as if you knew him!” 


Princess Olga smiled at the group of her friends who, that 
evening, were smoking and chatting around her in her living room, 
and she said to them: 


“By God, yes, I do know him.” 

“You know Arséne Lupin?” 

“Perfectly!” 

“Ts it possible?” 

“At least, I knew someone,” She clarified, “Who had fun playing 
detective for the Barnett Agency. However, it is proven today that Jim 
Barnett, and all the collaborators of his intelligence agency were none 
other than Arséne Lupin. Therefore...” 

“And he stole from you?” 

“On the contrary ! He did me a favor.” 

“But that’s quite an adventure!” 

“Not at all! It was a peaceful conversation of perhaps half an 
hour, without drama. But, during these thirty minutes, I had the 
impression that I was facing a truly extraordinary character, with 


ways of acting that were both very simple and disconcerting.” 


She was pressed with questions. She didn't answer them right 
away. 


She was a woman who spoke little about herself and whose life 
remained quite mysterious, even to her close friends. 


Had she loved since her husband's death? Had she given in to 
the passion of some of these men who were attracted by her ardent 
beauty, her blond hair and her sweet blue eyes? It was believed, evil 
tongues even said, she was capable of fantasies, where there was 
sometimes more curiosity than love. But, deep down, they knew 


nothing. 
No names could be mentioned. 


More expansive, however, that day, she did not need to be 
asked too much, and lifted a small corner of the veil. 


“After all,” she said, “Why not tell you about this interview? If 
I have to include another person in my story, the role that this person 
played in it has nothing to oblige me to remain silent; I will, 
moreover, speak about it very briefly, since, after all, Arséne Lupine is 
the only one that interests you, isn't it? 

“So, at that time, and to summarize the adventure in a 
sentence whose full meaning you will understand, I had inspired a 
violent and sincere love— 


“J have the right to use these words for a man whose name 
family member, at least, is known to you: Maxime Dervinol.” 


Olga's friends jumped. 
“Maxime Dervinol? The banker's son?” 
“Yes,” she said. 


“The son of the banker, forger, swindler, who hanged himself 
in his cell at La Santé the day after his arrest?” 


“Yes,” Repeated Princess Olga, very calmly. 
And, after thinking for a moment, she continued: 


“Client of the banker Dervinol, I was one of his main victims. 


Shortly after his father's suicide, Maxime, whom I knew, came to see 
me. Rich through his own work, he intended to pay off all the 
creditors and only asked me for certain arrangements, which obliged 
him to come back to my house several times. The man, I admit, had 
always been sympathetic to me. 


He was even more so to me by the extreme dignity of his outfit. The 


act of probity that he was carrying out obviously seemed completely 
natural to him and, on the other hand, although he showed no 
embarrassment, and his father's infamy could not touch him, I felt in 
him an infinite suffering, and a secret wound, which the slightest 
word irritated. 


I welcomed him as a friend, a friend who was not long into 
become lovers, without him ever referring to this love that I saw 
growing every day. If it hadn't been for his father's decline, he would 
certainly have asked me to marry him. But he no more dared to 
declare himself, nor to question me about my own feelings. 


What would I have answered, anyway? I ignored them. 


One morning we had lunch at Le Bois. After which, he 
followed me here, into this very living room. He was worried. I placed 
my handbag on the table, as well as all my rings, and I sat down at the 
piano, at his request, to play Russian tunes that he liked. He listened, 
standing behind me, with an emotion that I could sense. 


When I got up, I saw that he was pale and I thought he was 
going to speak. While observing him, and also disturbed, I confess, I 
took back my rings, put them back on with an absent-minded gesture 
and, suddenly, I interrupted myself and whispered, much more to cut 
short an embarrassing situation than to express my astonishment 
about a banal fact: 

“Hey, what happened to my emerald?” 


I noticed that he was flinching, and he cried out: “Your 
beautiful emerald?” 


“Yes, this cabochon that you love so much,” I said to him, 
quite simply, because, in truth, no ulterior motive crept into me. 


“But you had it on your finger during lunch.” 


“Without a doubt ! But, as I never play the piano with my 
rings, I left it there, with the others.” I said 


"It must still be there...” He ventured. 


“It is not there.” 


I noticed that his pallor increased and that he remained in a 
rigid attitude, with such a distressed expression that I joked: 


“Well! After? It has no importance. It must have fallen 
somewhere.” I laughed. 


“But we would see it,” He said. 
“No. Maybe it rolled under a piece of furniture.” I said. 


I stretched out my arm towards the button of an electric 
doorbell, but he grabbed my wrist and, in a jerky tone: 


“One second... We have to wait... What are you going to do?” 

“Ring the maid.” 

“For what?” 

“But to look for the ring.” 

“No, no, I don’t want to. At no cost!” 

And, all trembling, with contracted face, he said to me: “No 
one will enter here, and neither you nor J; let's go out, before the 


emerald has been found.” 


“To find it, you have to look! Look behind the piano!” I 
pointed. 


“No!” He cried. 
“For what?” I asked. 


“T don’t know... I don’t know... But it’s all painful!” He 
exclaimed. 


“There is nothing painful about it,” I told him. My ring fell off. 
It's about picking it up. Let's search!” 


“Please...” He said. 


“But why ? Explain yourself!” I said. 


“Well!” He said, suddenly deciding, “If I found her in this place 
or another, you might believe that it was me who, pretending to be 
looking, had just put her there.” 


I was stunned and said in a low voice: “But I don’t suspect you! 
Maxime...” 


“Currently, no... but later, will it be possible for you to escape 
doubt?” 


I understood all his thoughts. The son of the banker Dervinol 
had the right to be more sensitive and more fearful than anyone else. 
If my reason revolted against the offense of a accusation, could I not 
remember that he was placed between me and the table, while I was 
at the piano? 


And already, in that moment when we were looking into each 
other's eyes, with anguish, wasn't I surprised by his paleness and his 
dismay? 


Another would have laughed in his place. Why wasn't he 
laughing? 


“You are wrong, Maxime,” I said to him. “But all the same, 
there is a scruple on your part to which I must submit. So don't 
move!” 


I stooped down and glanced between the piano and the wall, 
and under the secretary desk. Then I got up: 


“Nothing ! I see nothing!” 
He was silent. His face was uncomposed. 


Then, inspired by an idea, I continued: “Will you let me act? It 
seems to me that we could...” 


“Oh!” He cried, “Do everything possible to discover the truth. 
But it's a serious act,” he added, a little childishly. “One reckless move 
could lose everything. Only act with complete certainty!” 


I calmed him down, and, after consulting the telephone 
directory, I requested communication with the Barnett intelligence 
agency. Mr. Jim Barnett answered me himself. 


Without giving him the slightest explanation, I insisted that he 
come without delay. He promised me his immediate visit. 


From then on, there was waiting, and, on one side and the 
other, an agitation that we could not repress. 


It was a friend of mine who recommended this Barnett to me,” 
I said, with a nervous laugh. “A strange guy, strapped into an old 
frock coat, wearing a wig, but very clever. However, we must be wary, 
it seems, because he pays for himself on the customer for the services 
he provides.” 


I was trying to joke. Maxime remained motionless and somber. 
And suddenly the bell from the hall rang. My maid knocked almost 
immediately. 


All feverish, I opened the door myself, saying: 
“Come in, Mr. Barnett... You are welcome!” 


I was confused to see that the man who entered had no 
relation to the one I was waiting for. He was dressed with understated 
elegance. He was young, friendly in appearance, and very 
comfortable, like someone who could not be caught off guard by any 
situation. He looked at me a little longer than necessary, in a way 
which showed that I did not displease him. 


Then, the examination finished, he bowed and said to me: 


“Mr. Barnett, who is very busy, has offered me the pleasant 
mission of replacing him, if, however, this change does not bother 
you. Will you allow me to introduce myself? Baron d'Enneris, 
explorer, and, when the opportunity presents itself, amateur detective. 
My friend Barnett recognizes in me certain qualities of intuition and 
clairvoyance, which I enjoy cultivating.” 


This was said with good grace and with such an engaging 
smile that it would have been impossible for me to refuse his 
assistance. It was not a detective who offered me his services, but a 
man of the world who put himself at my disposal. And this impression 
was so strong in me that having mechanically lit a cigarette, as usual, 
I committed the incredible act of offering him one, saying: 


“Do you smoke, sir?” 

So, less than a minute after this stranger arrived, we were 
facing each other, cigarettes on our lips. The scene had changed to the 
point that my fever broke, and everything seemed to calm down in the 
living room. Dervinol alone maintained a sullen expression. I 
presented him immediately: 

“Mr. Maxime Dervinol.” I introduced. 

Baron d'Enneris saluted, but there was not a detail in his 
attitude which could make one believe that the name of Dervinol 
evoked in him the slightest memory. However, after a certain time, as 
if he did not want the connection of his ideas to be too obvious, he 
asked me this question: 


“T imagine, madame, that something has disappeared from 
your house?” 


Maxime contained himself. I replied casually: 

“Yes... indeed... But that is of no importance.” 

“None,” said Baron d’Enneris, smiling, “But all the same, it’s a 
small problem to solve, and you and Monsieur had to give it up. Did 
this thing just disappear?” 

“Yes.” 


“So much the better ! The problem will be easier. What is it?” 


“A ring... an emerald that I put on this table, with my other 
rings and this handbag that is there.” 


“Why did you take off your rings?” Baron d’Enneris 
questioned. 


“To play the piano.” 
“And, while you were playing, was the gentleman near you?” 
“Standing behind me.” 


“So, between you and the table?” 


“Yes.” 


“As soon as you noticed the disappearance of the emerald, did 
you look for it?” 


“No.” 

“Mr. Dervinol, either?” 

“Neither.” 

“No one came in?” 

“No one.” 

“Was it Mr. Dervinol who opposed the search?” 
Maxime declared, in an annoyed tone: 

“Tt was me.” 

Baron d'Enneris began to walk up and down. 


He walked with small elastic steps, which gave his gait infinite 
flexibility. Stopping in front of me, he said to me: 


“Please show me your other rings.” 

I held out both hands to him. He examined them, and 
immediately he laughed lightly. He seemed to be having fun and 
pursuing, rather than an investigation, a game that entertained him. 

“The missing ring was obviously very valuable, wasn't it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Could you be more precise?” 


“My jeweler estimated it at eighty thousand francs.” 


“Eighty thousand. Perfect!” 


He was delighted. Having turned my left hand over, he 
observed the palm of it for a long time, as if he were trying to 
decipher its lines. 


Maxime frowned. It was visible that this character horrified 
him. As for me, I would have liked to free myself and interrupt such a 
shocking gesture. But the pressure, however gentle, did not allow me 
the slightest resistance, and if this man had kissed my hand, I don't 
know if I would have had the strength to push him away, so much was 
I under the influence of his authority and his way of doing. 


Basically, I was convinced that he had already solved the 
enigma, at least from the point of view of the fact itself. He no longer 
asked me a direct question. But I had no doubt that the two or three 
anecdotes he told me about adventures similar to the one that 
happened to me would help him to elucidate our affair. From time to 
time he cast a quick glance at Maxime or at me, watching, it seemed 
to me, for the reaction produced by his story. 


I protested within myself. In vain. I felt that he was 
discovering, little by little, without questioning us, the state of our 
relationships, Maxime's love and my own feelings. 


No matter how much I contracted, and Maxime probably did 
too, he unfolded, so to speak, all these secrets which pile up in each of 
us, like the pages of a letter. It was infuriating! 


At the end, Maxime lost his temper: 
"I don't really see what all this is about. I’m concerned...” 


“How does this relate to the matter that brings us together?” 
interrupted Baron d’Enneris. “But we are right there. The riddle, in 
itself, doesn't mean much. But the solution that I am proposing to you 
can only be the right solution if it is based on your feelings, at the 
time of the little incident that occurred.” 


“But anyway, sir,” cried Maxime, who could hardly contain 
himself, “You haven’t done a single search! You didn't disturb any 
furniture, observe anything, even look at anything. It is not through a 
useless conference that you will return the lost jewel to us.” 


Baron d’Enneris smiled gently: 


“You are one of those, sir, who allow themselves to be 
impressed by the customary ceremonial of investigations and who 
want to draw the truth from material facts, while almost always, sir, it 
is hidden in completely different regions. The problem that concerns 
us today is not of a technical or police nature, but of a psychological 
nature... only. My proofs are not in the success of tedious 
investigations, but in the irrefutable observation of those psychic 
phenomena, quite special, which provoke in us, and mainly in 
impressionable and impulsive, actions that escape the control of our 
conscience.” 


“That is to say,” Maxime articulated, in a furious voice, “That I 
would have committed one of these acts?” 


“No, sir, it’s not about you!” 
“From whom, then?” 

“From madam!” 

“Of me?” I cried. 


“Of you, madame, who are precisely, like all women, of those 
impressionable and impulsive natures to which I am referring. And it 
is with regard to you that I would like to remind you that we do not 
always retain absolute control and total unity of our personality. It is 
duplicated, not only in the great tragic moments where our destiny is 
at stake, but in the simplest and most insignificant moments of daily 
existence. 


“And while we continue to live, to talk and to think, our 
unconscious takes the direction of our instincts and makes us act in 
the shadows, without ourselves knowing, and often in a way 
abnormal, absurd and unintelligent.” 


Although he expressed himself cheerfully and without the 
slightest pedantry, I was starting to get impatient and I said to him: 


“Conclude, please, sir.” 
He replied: 


“So be it! But excuse me, madame, if I am obliged to do it ina 
way which will seem indiscreet to you and without stopping at 


childish considerations of politeness and worldly reserve. So here are 
the facts. An hour ago, you arrived here with Mr. Dervinol. I will not 
say anything that will hurt you if I admit that Mr. Dervinol loves you 
and I will not say anything that is not true if I suppose that you had 
the intuition that he was going to declare himself. 


“Women are not mistaken about this, and it is always a deep 
problem for them. Therefore, when you sit down at the piano, and 
when you have taken off your rings— understand the importance of 
my words! —you were both, you even more than monsieur, you were 
in one of those states of mind, which I spoke of earlier, and you did 
not have the exact notion of what you were doing.” 


“But!” I protested, “I was very lucid.” 


“In appearance, yes, and towards yourself. But in reality, we 
are never completely lucid when we suffer an emotional crisis, 
however slight it may be. Now, you were like this, that is to say, ready 
for error, false judgment and involuntary action.” 


“In short...?” 


“In short, Madam, you had to carry out, and you have carried 
out, without wanting to, and even without knowing it, an act of 
defiance absolutely contrary to your temperament and even more 
contrary to the very logic of the situation. 


“Because, in truth, whatever the name worn by Mr. Dervinol, it 
was inconceivable to believe him in advance, on the face of it, capable 
of stealing your emerald.” 


I was indignant and exclaimed sharply: 
“Me! I believed that? Did I believe such infamy?” 


“Of course not,” replied Baron d’Enneris, “But your 
unconscious maneuvered as if you believed it and, furtively, outside of 
your gaze and your thoughts, it made a choice between those of your 
rings which did not have point of value, whose stones are fake, like 
many jewels that we commonly wear, and your emerald, which is not 
fake, and which is worth eighty thousand francs. And, this choice 
made, without you knowing it, the rings placed, clearly in evidence, 
on the table, you have placed, always without knowing it, the 
precious and magnificent emerald, safe from any attempt.” 


The accusation threw me beside myself. 


“But this is unacceptable! I cried forcefully. “I would have 
noticed.” 


“The proof is that you didn’t notice it!” 

“But then it would be on me, this emerald!” 
“Not at all, it stayed where you placed it.” 
“That's to say?” I questioned 

“On this pedestal table.” He pointed. 

“Tt is not there. You can see that it's not there! 
“Tt’s there.” 

“How? Since there is only my bag!” 

“Well! It’s in your bag, madame.” 


I shrugged my shoulders. “In my bag ! What are you singing 
there? 


He insisted. “I regret, madame, that I seem like a conjurer or a 
charlatan. But you summoned me to discover a lost ring: so I must tell 
you where it is.” 


"It can't be there!” 
"It can't be anywhere else!” 


I had a weird feeling. I would have liked, without a doubt, that 
it had been there, but I would also have been happy if it had not been 
there, and that this man had been humiliated by the failure of his 
visions and his prediction. 


He made me a sign which I obeyed in spite of myself. I took 
the bag, opened it and searched feverishly among the small objects 
that cluttered it. The emerald was there. 


I remained dumbstruck. I couldn't believe my eyes and I 
wondered if it was indeed my real emerald that I was holding in my 
hands. But yes, it was it. No error possible. 


So... then... what had happened in me that I could have acted 
in such an unusual way, and, for Maxime Dervinol, so insulting a 
way? 


Faced with my confused look, Baron d'Enneris did not hide his 
joy, and I must even say that he would have benefited from expressing 
it with more restraint. From that moment on, his correct attitude as a 
man of the world gave way to the exuberance of a professional who 
had pulled off a great feat. 


“There you go,” He said. “These are the little jokes our instinct 
indulges in when we don't watch it. He's a bad little devil who plays 
the worst pranks. And he operates in regions so obscure that you 
didn't even think to question this bag. 


“You would have searched everywhere and you would have 
accused the whole world, including Mr. Dervinol, rather than 
suspecting this intangible and innocent object to which you had just 
entrusted a treasure! Isn't that disconcerting, madam, and a little 
comical perhaps? What a light projected onto the invisible depths of 
our nature! We are proud of our feelings and our dignity and we yield 
to the mysterious commands of the lower powers. We have a friend 
for whom we are full of esteem, and we insult him without the 
slightest concern. In truth, it's beyond understanding!” 


With what ironic playfulness he threw his little tirade! I had 
the impression that Baron d'Enneris had disappeared, and that it was 
indeed a collaborator of the Barnett Agency who was operating, with 
his real face, his personal habits, without a mask and without 
borrowed gestures. 


Maxime stepped forward, his fists clenched. The other made a 
movement of his chest, which straightened him up again and made 
him appear larger than he was. 


Then, suddenly approaching me, he kissed my hand, which he 
had not done as Baron d'Enneris, and looked at me straight in the 
eyes. Finally, he grabbed his hat, saluted with a broad and somewhat 
theatrical movement, as he would have saluted with a felt pen, and 
walked away, very satisfied with himself, all the while repeating: 


“Nice little business... I love dealing with these little cases... It's 
my specialty. At your entire disposal, madam.” 


Princess Olga had finished her story. She nonchalantly lit a 
cigarette and smiled at her friends, who immediately exclaimed: 


“And after?” 
“After?” 
“Yes, the story of the ring is over. But yours?...” 


“Mine is finished too.” 


“Come on, don’t make us languish! Tell us the end, Olga, since 
you are in the mood for confidences.” 


“My God, how curious you are!” Finally ! “What do you want 
to know? 


“How! But, first, what happened to Maxime Dervinol and his 
passion?” 


“Well, not much. Basically, so, —I had doubted him by hiding, 
intentionally or not, that emerald; Already embittered and worried, he 


suffered a lot and did not forgive me. And then, he made a mistake, 
which did him harm in my mind. 


“Angered with Baron d'Enneris, he sent him a check for ten 
thousand francs, addressing it to the Barnett Agency. The check was 
returned to me in an envelope, pinned to an admirable basket of 
flowers, with a few lines, respectful to me, and signed...” 

“Baron d’Enneris?” 

“No.” 


“Jim Barnett?” 


“No.” 


“WHO!?” demanded the crowd 

“Arsene Lupin!” She smiled, then she went silent again. 
One of her friends observed: 

“Anyone could sign like that.” 

“Obviously!” Olga responded. 

“You didn’t try to find out...?” 

Princess Olga did not respond and her friend continued: 


“T can explain very well, Olga, that Maxime Dervinol is no 
longer interested in you. From one end of the adventure to the other, 
he was dominated by this enigmatic character who knew how, with 
such skill, to focus your attention on him and pique your curiosity. Be 
frank, Olga, his behavior made you want to see him again.” 


Princess Olga did not respond further. 


The friend, who was outspoken with her and sometimes teased 
her, continued: 


“All in all, Olga, you kept your ring and Dervinol his money. 
Nothing was stolen from you, contrary to the principles of Barnett, 
who always paid himself, as you said, for the services he rendered. 
Because, finally, he could have just as easily stolen the emerald by 
rummaging in the bag himself, and if he didn't do it, it's because he 
was perhaps hoping for something very better than a ring—Hey, that 
reminds me of what I was told, namely that once, having harvested 
nothing, he kidnapped his debtor's wife and went on a cruise with her. 
What a lovely way to reward yourself, Olga, and who corresponds 
well to the silhouette and character of the man you showed us! What 
do you think, Olga?” 


Olga did not break her silence. Lying in an armchair, her 
shoulders bare, her beautiful body stretched out, she watched the 


smoke from her cigarette rise. 


On her hand shone the magnificent emerald cabochon. 
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